

oZAlucb adoe 

Impofeine to what penance your inuention ' 

Can lay vpon my finnc,yct finnd 1 not, 

Butinmilfaking. 

prince By my foule nor I, 

And yet to fatisfie this good old man, 

I would bend vnder any heauy waight, 

Thatheele enioyneincto. 

Leomto I cannot bid you bid my daughter liue, 
Thatwcreimpoflible.but I prayyou both, 

PofTefle the people in Medina here, 

How innocent flic died, and ifyour loue 
Can labour aught in fad inuen;ion. 

Hang her an epitaph vpon hertooinb. 

And fing it to her bones, ling it to night: 

T o morrow morning come you to my houfe. 

And fince you could not be my fon in law, 

Be yet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter, 

Almoftthe copie of my child thats dead. 

And die alone is heyre to both ofvs, 

Giue her the light you fhould haucgiu’nher cofin. 

And fo dies my rcuenge. 

( /audio O noble fir ! 

Y our ouer kindnefle doth wring teares from me, 

I do embrace your offer and difpofc. 

For henceforth of poore Claudio. 

Leomto T o morrow thdn I wil expert your co mining, 

X o night I take my leaue, this naughty man 
Shalface to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I beleeuc was packt in al this wrong, 

Hyred to it by your broth er. 

Bor. No by my foule fhe was not, 

Nor knew not what llie did when fhc fpokc to me, 
Butalwaycs hath bin iuft and vertuous, 

In anv thing th*t Ido know by her. , , 

fonft. Moreouer fir, which indeedc is not vnder white an 
* fclacke,this plaintiffe fifeere, the ofrendour, did call me aile , 

. befecchyouletitbercitiembTedmliispuniihmcnt, and a 
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the watch heard them talke of one Deformed, they fay he 
wcaresa key in his eareand a loeke hanging by if, and borows 
monie in Gods name, the which he hath vfde fo !ong,& rieuer 
paicd,that now men grow hard hearted and wil lend nothing 
for Gods fakerpraic you examine him vpon that point. 
Leomto I thanke thee for thy care and hdneft paines. 

Conjl. Your worfhip fpeakes like a moft thankful and re- 
uerent youth, and I praife Godfor you, 

Leon. T heres for thy paines. 

Con'sl, God fa ue the foundation. 

Leon. Goe, I difeharge thee of thy prifoner, and I thanke 
thee. 

finfl. I leaue an arrant knaue with your worfhip, which I 
befecch your worfhip to corrcrtyour fclfe,for the example of 
others: God kcepe your worfhip, I vvifh your worlhip well, 
God reftore you to health, I humblie giue you leaue to depart 
and ifamerie meeting may be wifht,God prohibite it : come 
neighbour. 

Leon, Vntill to morrow morning, Lords, farewell. 

“Bret. Farewell my lords, we looke for you to morrow. 
Prince W e will not fade. 

Claud. To night ile mourne with Hero. 

Leonat 0 Bring you tliefe fcllowes on, weel talke with Mar- 
garet,how her acquaintance grew with this lewd felow. exeunt 
£nter Benedtcke and Alar gar et , 

Bened. Praie thee fweetc miftris Margaret, deferue well at 
my hands,by helping me to thefpeech of Beati ice. 

Mar. Wil you then write me a fonnet in praife of my bcau- 

Bene. In fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man liuing fhall 
come ouer it, for in mofl: comely truth thou dcleruell it* 

. Mar. Tohauenomancomeouermc,whyfhalIalvvaies 

keep below flaires. 

Bene. Thy wit is asquicke as the grey- hounds mouth , it 
catches. 

Mar. And vour’s, as blunt as the Fencers foiles , which hit, 
but hurt not. 

I Eexe. 




iND0N,l600 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.29) Octavo 


